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By a stroke of genius she summoned him to Bayreuth, young as he
was and quite unknown, and to his dismay entrusted Wotan to
htm. They went downstairs together and at the entrance he took
leave of her. As he walked away he felt that her eyes followed
him with a blessing,, under the weight of which he staggered on.
At length he could not help coming to a stop and turning round;
Gosima had woken from her trance and was kneeling with her
back to him and offering up a prayer at Wagner's grave. And
Van Roy knew that she was imploring Wagner's spirit to help him
to fill his role. The best of Van Roy was his way of regarding
his parts as a mission, even if his monomania was wearisome at
times. I am astonished when I look back and see how simple and
sincere and "modern" a man Mahler was among the stagey
solemnities of those vanished days.
Boston itself was dull and sedate compared with other American
towns. Here too we lived in isolation for the few days we were
there. We had only one invitation. Airs. Gardener (the great
collector of Italian works of art) asked us to a luncheon-party at
her house5 and we were eager to pay a visit to her palatial museum.
Unfortunately we failed to find the entrance. The building
resembled a gigantic cistern without windows or doors. We got
out of our automobile and made the complete circuit of the house,
but found neither door nor bell. So we left it at that and drove
back to our hotel, glad to be alone and to do as we pleased. Alone
or in company we were always in any case enclosed within a
vacuum.
The opera company paid several visits to Philadelphia during
the winter. The first time was to perform "Tristan." I sat in
the front row immediately behind Mahler and, as though a veil
had fallen, I suddenly saw in his face marks of suffering I had
never seen before. The dread of losing him gave me such a pang
that I had a heart attack and fell into a dead faint. Professor Leon
Corning, who had been observing me, got me out and carried me
into Heinrich Rnote's dressing-room*
Mahler, who had often turned round to look at me during the
performance, now saw my seat empty, but had to go on conducting
without knowing what had happened. Corning ran out to a
druggist's and by the time Mahler rushed in at the end of the act I
was able to sit up. But I remained behind the scenes for the rest
of the performance.
It was a new experience for me to be among the singers during a